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slung across his shoulders. Neither coffee nor water was
offered him, though he seemed in need of both. He was
a little, wiry, dried-up Bedawi, oldish, ragged, haggard
under his dried sweat and dirt.
Lifting his camel-stick, he brought it down against the
sand with a sharp impact almost like the crack of a pistol,
and began talking in a harsh, rough voice that rose at
times almost to a shout. What he said in his rude dialect
was more than I could follow. He harangued rapidly,
but at the end of every sentence he paused and banged the
sand with his stick. His words and manner were so rough
and noisy that I suspected, despite his first obeisance, that
he had brought some angry message of defiance. But in
that I was wholly wrong.
For when he had finished, Mitkhal, who had listened
in thoughtful silence, cried: "Wellah [by God] ! This is
good hearing. Ask later, and I will give a reward."
Two men sprang to the courier, lifted him to his feet
—he was, as a matter of fact, close to exhaustion—took
his heavy cartridge-belt and rifle, while another brought
a tea-kettle of water. He filled his mouth without touch-
ing the spout to his lips, spat, gulped as if to ease his
parched throat muscles, and then drank. He took only
a few drops of coffee, but presently ate ravenously from
the wooden bowl of rice and meat scraps, the best they
could find for him at that hour of the night, and lay down
to sleep. He lay on the bare sand, but some one brought
an abba and threw it over him, in addition to his own.
Meanwhile Mitkhal had called sharply to five men in
turn, by name, who hurried out with his whispered in-
structions and were off in various directions, bareback, at
a gallop on their mares.

